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VoL. LXV. 


Keeping the Good Resolution. 


‘** My dear,” said Mr. Snapple to his wife, ‘‘now that the New 


Year has come, there is one good resolution that we both ought to 
make and keep, and that is never to let a cross word mar our 
domestic happiness. It is very dreadful, Maria, to think that after 
all the years we have been married, together bearing life’s crosses 
and trials, that we should give way to temper. Now, is it not?” 

‘Tt is, John,” admitted Mrs. S. 

‘Well, Maria, are you willing toagree with me from this moment 
never to quarrel again?” 

‘‘T am, indeed, John.” 

‘‘ Then kiss me, dear.”’ 

Mrs. Snapple kissed her husband affectionately, and, from excess 
of emotion, let a tear fall on his bald head. 

‘** Now I feel ever so much happier,” declared Mr. S., wiping 
away the tear, ‘‘and I am sure you do, too, dear. You know, 
Maria,” he continued, “‘ from the first day of our marriage it has 
ever been my great aim and wish to lead a peaceful life.” 

‘*So it has mine, John,” said Mrs. S. 

“Then why, my dear, have you in bygone times done your 
utmost to ruffle my temper?” asked Mr. S. 

‘‘T never have, John,’”’ declared Mrs. S., stoutly; ‘‘ but you’ve 
got such a dreadful temper that sometimes if one only looks at you 
it begins to flare up.”’ 

‘* No, no, Maria, you're mistaken,” said Mr. S., rather warmly. 
“I’m too meek and amiable, and you've taken a cruel advantage of 
my meekness and amiability.”’ 

‘‘ How can you say so, John?” exclaimed Mrs. S. ‘‘ You know 
directly any little thing goes wrong, you storm and rave like a 
double-distilled lunatic.”’ 

‘‘ Whom are you calling a ‘ double-distilled lunatic’ madam ?” 
demanded Mr. S., with a glare in his eye. 

‘‘ Well, you’re the only person in the room beside myself,” replied 
Mrs. S., sarcastically. : ‘ 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you babbling, blithering 
idiot !’’ roared Mr. 8. 

“Don’t you call me names, sir!”’ 

“* Shall!” 

“Oh, you disgrace to manhood!”’ 
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“Oh, you sorry specimen of a degenerate woman! I must have 
been insane when I married you!” 

‘‘And you've been insane ever since!"’ shrieked Mrs. 8, ‘ Go 
to—to Hanwell! Here—here’s the money for a ticket! Don’t 
take a return!” 

“‘T’ll go out of this confounded place!" shouted Mr. [S., seizing 
his hat. ‘‘ And I won't come back again!” 

‘“ Hurrah!” cried Mrs. S., clapping her hands, “Then you are 
going to Hanwell! ”’ 

“Shut up, you old monkey-head!’’ roared Mr. S. 

‘‘ You’ve broken your good resolution already!'’ shrieked Mrs. S. 

‘*‘ And you've broken yours!” retorted Mr. 8. ‘‘ Bah! you can’t 
keep anything but your ugly looks!” and he slammed the front 
door so violently that all the neighbours remarked it wasn’t often 
you heard such a loud clap of thunder in the winter. 


Tommy’s Fourth Bridge. 
(Tommy Burns, the diver, has at last eluded the authorities and 
succeeded in jumping off the Forth Bridge. ] 


Tue diver said, ‘‘ I’ll contrive to dive 
From the first big bridge I reach! "’ 
But the Law to his longing was all alive, 
And he spoke a mendacious speech, 


The diver vowed he would surely leap 
From the second bridge or third, 

But the lynx-eyed Antic refused to sleep, 
And his aim was again deferred. 


So, seeing that something of craft was needed, 
He journeyed from South to North, 

And, far from those bridges three, succeeded 
In hurling him off the Fo(u)rth! 


Sporting Note. 


Convicr shooting has commenced on Dartmoor, and last week 


during a drive Warders Rogers and Coulton made a heavy bag 
between them. 


Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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I “aD not time to tell you last week of The 
Eider-Down Quilt at Terry’s. Mr. Wotton’s 
farce is an excellent piece of fun —and not 
half so naughty as its title would lead you 
to hope. The quilt in question is the article 
with which Miss Fanny Brough thinks she 
has smothered a man whom she believed at 
first to be a burglar who had invaded her 
bedroom in an Italian hotel. She fiods him 
in what she thinks is her bed, and, covering 
him with the quilt, sits on him until she 
fancies she has heard his last expiring groan. Then, overcome 
with the full horror of what she has done, she rushes from the 
hotel. PA tid 

Tben she discovers that it was no burglar, but that it was she her- 
self who had strayed into the wrong room. She fancies herself a 
murderess of an innocent man, and flies back to her father’s house 
in England. There she discovers that the brother of her step- 
mother—he has been travelling in Italy—is missing, and has not 
been heard of. She discovers, too, that a dirty little waiter from 
the Italian hotel is here, palming himself off as a prince of high 
degree. She dare not unmask him because she thinks he knows of 
her guilt. The fun waxes fast and furious—as fun always does in 
the Tanguage of the dramatic critic. Miss Fanny Brough as the 
lady pursued by Nemesis is terrific, she is grand; her anguish, her 
abject terror, are superbly shown. Miss Brough has never played 
better. ' 282 

Of course, everything comes right in the end, and the very man 
she thinks she has killed falls madly in love with her, and the curtain 
falls on a happy family. The supreme moment of the piece is when 
Miss Brough learns that ber hands are guiltless of a fellow creature's 
blood. I have never seen farce so near to tragedy—ard the humour 
for that reason was irresistible. 

Miss Brough was splendidly supported by Mr. De Lange as the 
masquerading waiter, he played to admiration; by Mr. Arthur 
Playfair, by Miss Ethel Matthews, Miss Audrey Ford, and the rest. 
It is a capital farce, superlatively well presented. 


At the same theatre, on Tuesday afternoon last, Mr. Edward 
Terry began his series of matinées of Love in Idleness and Mrs. 
Oscar Beringer’s new play, Holly Tree Inn, adapted from Dickens’ 
‘Boots at the Holly Tree Inn."’ Of Love in Idleness you know 
already; of Holly Tree Inn, too, the story is familiar. You will 
remember Dickens’ delightful story of the tiny boy and gir! 
who run away to get married after the manner of their elders 
of the delicious humour and pathos of it. Well, take my 
advice and also take your children to see little Miss Valli Valli 
and Master Stewart Dawson play these parts at Terry’s. You will, 
I think, say you never spent a more charming afternoon. The two 
children in the chief characters are wonderful—so quaint, so 
natural, so free from affectation and the horrible self-consciousness 
of the infant phenomenon. They are little geniuses, both of them. 
Miss Beatrice Ferrars, Mr. George Belmore, and the others assist 
tbem rev Mrs. Berringer has made a symmetrical and 


delightful play of the story, and the entertainment is perfect all 
round. 


The perennial Betsy was revived at the Criterion on Tuesday 
evening. Whenever Mr. Charles Wyndbam wants a rest he revives 
Betsy, and a very profitable investment he must find it. Mr. 
Burnand’s farce is old-fashioned, but very, very funny. It relies 
for laughter, not on wit, but on boisterous good humour; the effect 
is all right, anyhow. ee 

Very many celebrated people have appeared in Betsy, but I doubt 
whether it ever had a better all-round representation than at the 
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Criterion just now. Miss Annie Hughes in the name part is 
delicious; Mr. Welch as Dawson, the tutor, _Is_ very 
drily droll; Mr. Aubrey Boucicault repeats his clever 
performance as Adolphus, Mr. Alfred Bishop is & capital Mr. 
Birkett, Miss Carlotta Addison is charming as his wife. Mr. J. H. 
Barnes, Mr. Douglas, Miss Sybil Carlisle, and,others keep the ball 
rolling merrily. 

As to all the pantomimes—what can I tell you? This I 
can say, that I have seen most of them, and I could not 
wish to see more delightfully joyous and tasteful entertain- 
ments than Aladdin at the Métropole, with Mr. Harold Vicars’ 
fine music; than Sinbad the Sailor (why will they leave out 
the small, small ‘‘d” ?), with Mr. Fred Storey’s charming scenery ; 
than Cinderella at the Brixton, with the splendid company 
engaged by Mr. Rider Noble. All these three are everything that 
pantomimes should be. 


At the Métropole, Camberwell, Mr. Mulholland has done wonders. 
Miss Rose Dearing is a lively and nimble Aladdin; Miss Lucy 
Weston, a pretty and vivacious Princess Badroulbadour, while such 
clever people as Mr. John F. Sheridan and Mr. Walter Lonnen 
head the list of comedians. Here, too, is Mr. Dillon Shallard, a 
splendid demon, vocally and histrionically. 


Daintiness is the keynote at the Parkhurst, and merriment and 
good taste, too. Everything is pretty and refined, and the company 
work together to admiration. Sinbad is bound to be a big success. 


With such a company as Mr. Rider Noble has engaged at his 
beautiful Brixton Theatre, anything but a grand success was out of 
the question. With Miss Billie Barlow, Miss Lilian Stanley, and 
Miss Claire Romaine, you have a feast of beauty and talent; with 
Miss Lalor Shiel, Mr. Arthur Rigby, and Mr. Nelstone, a remark- 
ably strong body of comedians; and in Mr. Nelstone a wonderful 
dancer as well. The electrical effects of Cinderella are splendid. 


Of the gorgeous Cinderella at the Grand; of the splendacious 
Cinderella at the New Pavillion; of the funny Sindbad at the 
Surrey, I hope to tell you later, with perhaps some of the others 
as well, 

GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Oscar Barrett’s pantomime, Aladdin, at Drury Lane, is, as 
Mrs. Brown was won’t to remark, good in the main. Boxing Night 
performance was exceedingly tedious. There was too much 
gorgeous display of costume for ordinary minds; it cloyed and 
hindered the progress of Aladd@in, and 2ne wondered when the 
familiar story would be revealed. The first scene, ‘‘ Interior of the 
Great Pyramid,’’ was decidedly novel; the awakening of the in- 
terred mummies, amongst which is that of Abanazar (Mr. Herbert 
Campbell), very conspicuously placed, was unexpected, as the 
iacident is utterly unconnected with the Arabian Night narrative. 
The Market Place of Dru-ree-layne follows; here we find Aladdin 
(Miss Ada Blanche) having various disputes with all manner of 
people, particularly with his mother, the Widow Twankevy (Dan 
Leno), whose antics make us roar repeatedly. The Grand Vizier, 
made up as Li Hung Chang, arrayed in yellow jacket and decorated 
with the red button, returns from his Continental tour. The 
Princess Badroulbadour (Miss Decima Moore) arrives; amorous 
glances are mutual between her and Aladdin. The latter, being 
poor, is scorned by the Grand Vizier and ordered into custedy, only 
to be rescued by Mrs. Twankey. Mr.Campbell’s song at this point 
is very apposite and instantly recognised and applauded for its 
brilliant parodic force. The interior of Mrs. Twankey’s laundry is 
shown, in work, which is superseded by a strike. The Piazza of 
the Emperor’s Palace is made an occasion for a ballet, followed by 
some comic business between Abanazar, Mrs. Twankey, and the 
Emperor over His Majesty’s washing, which is brought home by 
motor car. The garden of the palace is a very pretty scene, 
and is made an occasion for further display of splendidly-apparelled 
processionals. The real business of the story commences with the 
sixth scene, wherein Abanazar cajoles Aladdin to enter the cave 
and therefrom fetch the magic lamp, which is guarded by the Slave 
of the Lamp (Paul Cinquevalli) and a gigantic dragon of multipedal 
form. The magic sword (an innovation) of Aladdin speedily puts 
the former hors de combat, and the latter is hewn into perambu- 
lating sections by the omnipotent hero. Then follows a wonder- 
fully kaleidoscopic convolution of superbly-adorned and bespangled 
fairies, coryphées, et hoc genus omne. The Grigolati Aurial Troupe 
gracefully perform their flying evolutions. They are tossed 
trom diaphanous and prettily-hued lengths of silken material in 
& style so skillfully performed as to evoke repeated encores. 
After such a surfeiting of ballet and colour, the interval was 
refreshiog in many respects. Part 2 opens with Mrs. Twankey’s 
Home, whither Aladdin returns with the magic lamp, which his 


mother begins to clean, and the Slave of the Lampimmediately | 


appears. The slave plays wonderful tricks with the humble 
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The Christmas Fairy. 


I’m a little Christmas Fairy, 
In the panto’ I appear ; 

I have seen some fifty summers 
(Also winters, it is clear), 

I’m a beauty in the limelight, 
And I’m pretty in the dark, 
But I can’t a-bear the sunshine 

When I promenade the park ! 


I’m a little Christmas Fairy, 
And I get some billets-doux 

From the mashers who applaud me, 
But appointments I refuse ; 

For there isn’t always limelight, 
And it isn’t always dark, 

And if they saw me in daylight 
They might pass a rude remark ! 


I’m a little Christmas Fairy, 
And I hope for many years 
I shall do the “ fairy business ’”’ 
When the bad ogre appears ; 
For the limelight makes one youthful, 
When its managed with due skill; 
So, as long as I can hobble, 
I shall be a fairy still! 


Unappreciated. 


Wait.—*‘ Kindly remember the waits, 
sir.” 

Householder.—* Why, I haven’t heard 
you play once all Christmas time! ”’ 

Wait.—*Then, sir, according to 
popular opinion of our instrumental 
efforts, you have escaped much ear- 
torture, so, out of gratitude, you ought 
to give us a Christmas Box! ”’ 


Down. 


Pat.—‘' Did yez kape up Christmas, 
Moike, me bhoy?” 

Mike (wid a twinkle in his 0i).—‘‘ Kape 
itup? Divil a bit! Shure, if yez had 
come round on Boxing Day, yez wud 
found all the fam’ly lyin’ down on the 
flure!’’ 


furniture, to the consternation of audience and actors. Of the 
subsequent scenes, Mrs. Twankey’s boudoir is the most amusing. 
She keeps her newly-acquired wealth in a coal-scuttle, and uses 
the scoop to extract it. The journalistic interview isa capital 
skit, enacted between Dan Leno and Herbert Campoell. 
Aladdin’s Palace is another confection of scenic beauty, and the 
nuptials with the Princess are solemnised here. To her he entrusts 
the lamp, which is exchanged with Abanazar for a new one; the 
palace disappears, and Abanazar levants with the bride. With 
the aid of the Spirit of the Ring, Aladdin follows the fugitives to 
the Embankment Hotel, whither they have repaired, and 
ultimately recovers the lamp and his bride. The conventional 
transformation scene is presented to an audience who, really, 
have already had too much of this sort of spectacular splendour. 
A harlequinade concludes the pantomime. It is an embarrassingly 
grand display, which will bear syncophation_ liberally; if 
embellished with topical incidents, which are disappointingly 
absent, it should have a successful and abundantly patronised 


course, 


I thoroughly enjoyed the production, which was given at the 
Adelphi on the 23rd ult., of Douglas Jerrold’s famous nautical 
drama, Black Ey’d Susan, or All in the Downs. Mr. William 
Terriss capitaily fits the part, and dances a hornpipe in sailorlike 
style, with great spirit and vigour. Miss Millward is all one could wish 
as Susan. The gun room scene was most affecting. Mr. Harry 
Nicholls and Miss Vane Featherstone play Gnatbrain and Dolly 
Mayflower, respectively, and they afford ample amusement. The 
entire caste work together harmoniously, and the result is in every 
way satisfactory. One feels quite old English again amongst the 
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Sportsman.—* I’ve got a monkey on Brown's mount."’ 
Jock.— There’s goin’ to be a man on mine!” 


antique scenic surroundings of Deal and the view of the Wooden 
Walls of England Squadron, anchored in the Downs. The time of 
Nelson and the Foudroyant seemed to have returned to us. A 
domestic comedy, All that Glitters is not Gold, precedes. 


Incredible Tails. 


‘Tailed men have again turned up. In the course of a visit to 
the Indo-Chinese region, M. Paul d’Enjoy captured an individual 
of the Moi race, who, he discovered, had a caudal appendage, etc,— 
Daily Paper.) 

OnE traveller's tales let us enjoy ; 

D’Enjoy, the adventurous, lucky Frenchman, 
Has found the strange, weird race of Moi, 

So sought by science and her henchmen ; 

A tribe with tails; yet this may be, 

In school-boy slang, an awful whacker ; 

If so, forgive bim, verily 

’'Tis but another Christmas Cracker. 


The Missing Word. 


Mr. Garrett, the editor of The Cape Twmes, in his recent 
Christmas number, asserts that Dr. Jameson's favourite “ inter- 
jection,” which is Cape for cussword, is an abreviation of 
‘balderdash.’”’ We have been puzzling over this for the last four 
hours, and the only conclusion we can arrive at is: Balderdash, 
b—dash, b ,B {!! We shall feel obliged if Mr. Garrett 
will inform us if this is the correct solution 
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WHY HE WAS NEVER 


Herr Winklemann (a clever musician, but apt to speak without thinking).—" Dear me! 
you, and thinking how remarkably some of you English ladies change in appearance. 


were as dark as a daughter of the sunny South 


and now you are a lovely blonde.”’ 
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INVITED TO MRS. FAREWELL’S AGAIN. 


My dear Mrs. Farewell, I was just looking at 
Only a year ago when I met you in Italy you 


(Horror of Mrs. F'., and delight of Lady Sneerem, her newly-made friend, who had much suspected her ef artifice.) 


Mephistopheles! 


KRUGER :— 
List to me, O, Gentle Savage, 
Assegais are out of date, 
Ne’er again they'll rout and ravage, 
It is most unfortunate. 
Chartered Co.'s administrative 
Use the simple Maxim gun, 
Unsophisticated native 
You had better take a run. 


Gentle Savage, much it grieves me 
To observe you suffer so 

Yet, unless my mind deceives me, 
Noble Savage, you must go. 

Well, farewell, good-bye, and bless you, 
Dusky, dirty, Brother Man- 

There, there, there—I won't distress 

you, 

May be there’s another plan. 


What's an assegai? a trifle ! 
Just a toy at ninoty feet ! 
Have you ever tried a rifle? 
I've a rifle bad to beat. 
Put your very antiquated 
Tools at once upon the shelf, 
Spear and shield you've overrated, 
Try a rifle—He)p yourself 


Just for sport—h’m, yes—precisely, 
(Juite the line that I should take, 

That will bring your game down nicely— 
Or a Briton, by mistake. 

I believe there’s decent shooting 
In the Company’s preserves— 

See the scheme that I am mooting ? 
Train your eye and steel your nerves. 


Since we first became acquainted, 
I have nearly always said, 

‘If he’s black as he is painted 
He will paint Rhodesia red! ” 
Trust me, then, O, Dusky Cousin, 
Pay you heed to what I say, 

Take a rifle—take a dozen— 
Take my blessing—fire away ! 


Brother Sport, of the position 
I would have you grasp the root. 
Let it be old Kruger’s mission 
To instruct you how to shoot. 
Track yourgame through paths secluded, 
To the—say—the Lion’s lair— 
Try to catch your poor deluded 
Victim, slyly unaware. 


Buffalo make pleasant stalking, 
Big the game, the bag more full, 

So, if you are fond of walking, 
Make your Buffalo a Bull. 


Jac Soa eRe 








And—a tip—whene’er you fire— 
Somewhere I have heard or read— 
If you would not raise his ire 
Always make your mark his Head. 


Dusky Brother! Pray be guided, 
By unpredjudic’d advice. 
Shoot together, undivided, 
Or you'll doubtless pay the price. 
Bless you, bless you—take the rifle, 
Honest Savage—here’s my hand— 
Pray don’t thank me—such a trifle— 
And—well—there—you wnderstand. 


Not Cheerful. 


Scene.—The Country: The only house 
within five miles. 

First Weary Tramp.—‘' Sam, try yer 
luck at that ’ouse. It ought ter be good 
for a lump o’ goose or turkey, an’ p’r’aps 
@ drop o’ stunnin’ liquor; people just 
now opens their ’earts. 

(Sam departs on his errand and re- 
turns). 

First Weary Tramp (eagerly).—‘ Well, 
matey, wot cheer ?”’ 

Second Ditto (with deepest disgust).— 
‘“Wot cheer? Why, they're a bloomin’ 
lot o' wegetarians an’ teetotallers !”’ 








pa ns ees 


SnAg, 






| 
























































(For Cartoon Verses see page # ) 













































































MEPHISTOPHELES! 
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By tHe Party ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Went on having holidays, but broke into them a 
little by running down to Rugby to hear head masters in conference. 
That always meant the cane when I was a boy, but it wasn’t any- 
thing so exciting. Came back to hear Sir John Lubbock at 
Memorial Hall. Meeting of the Modern Languages Association. 
Sir John very impressive on the need of better knowledge of 
languages. Just so. It ought to be looked into. 

LANGUAGE. 
Our countenance we always give 
To any sort of movement 
To make the times in which we live 
Discover some improvement. 
And language, it is very clear, 
Allows a scope that’s lawful, 
When sentences like this you hear: 
‘Their langwidges was hawful!’’ 


Helped the Duke of Cambridge open the new lecture theatre at 
St. George’s Hospital. Spent the evening at the Westminster 
Play. Should think it is an amusing play, but, as it is in a foreign 
language (or, perhaps, it’s a dead one), 1 couldn’t be sure. They 
called it ‘‘ Phormio.’’ 1 suppose the youthful actors are all in the 
first phorm-io at the school? 


Thursday.—Ran over to Paris, just to see that the Academy 
elected M. Anatole France properly. Also saw the Duke and Duchess 
of Connaught safely on board the Alberta at Portsmouth, outward 
bound for Cowes. 


briday.—Christmas Day. Went across and helped the Japs to 
4 open their Parliament—interesting ceremony—quite like the real 
thing. Back in time to help bring in the Boar’s Head at Queen's 
College, Oxford. Then down to Rochester and tried to get dinner 
. and bed and éd. as one of Watts’ “ six poor travellers, being neither 
Rogue nor a Proctor.”” Failed, with some dozen others, having been 
forestalled. Never mind, enjoyed myself very much elsewhere. An 
awful confession to make I know, but I like Christmas time, and 
was thoroughly jolly and happy—most improper for a comic writer, 
you know, most improper. 


HUMOUROUS. 


I heard a sigh because the sky 
At Christmas wasn’t murky, 

With some regret I carved and ate 
(And quite enjoyed) my turkey; 
With pudding, pies, and fun likewise 

I felt quite gay—oh, blow it! 
A tear it brings to think how things 
Round on a Comic Poet. 


Saturday.— Didn't get up till it was time to dress for dinver with 
the Young Turkey—lI beg pardon, excusable at this time of year— 
I mean, Turkish Party in Paris. Excellent dinner and much 
enthusiasm—something about politics, I think. 





—_— 


Monday.—Went round by the Opera Arcade (in the Haymarket). 
Daily News said it was being pulled down, and wanted to have 
another look at it. Found it was the Collonade—not the Arcade. 
Disappointed (don't know why). As I was in the neighbourhood, 
went along to the New Gallery to have a look at the Watts’ 
collection. Watts not a favourite of mine, but don’t mind his 
being other peoples. Collection not exhilarating, though. Went to 
Children’s Festival at London Hospital also. 





_ Tuesday.—‘ Juvenile " lecture on “ Light" at the Royal Institu- 
| tion—went and listened to some of it, and was much impressed. 











Attended also a meeting of the Indian National Congress at Bombay 
(or was it Calcutta?). Resolution passed (the whole assembly 
standing) congratulating the Queen upon entering the sixtieth 
year of her reign. But we've all got a hand in this ! 


THE QUEEN! 


Not only India’s coral strand, 
But Canada’s chill plain 
And all her isles, on ev’ry hand, 
Will echo the refrain ; 
Upstanding all—and with a shout— 
A sturdy British cheer 
To circle all the world about 
We drink ‘“‘ The Queen’s New Year.”’ 


Now, then, boys, take the tune from me, Hip! Hip! Hip! Hooray! 


Hooray! Hooray! HOO-RAY! 
Tue SPOTTER. 


An Absentee Bog. 


Mrs. Bungaler.—‘ What is this New Irish Movement which is 


mentioned in the papers, Mr. B.?”’ “i 
Mr. Bungaler.—‘‘ Oh, I dunno, unless it’s that sliding bog near 
Killarney.” 


Not a Headache in a Hogshead. 


A woman in Warwick lately drank twenty-three bottles of wine 
and then committed suicide by poison. She was a doctor's house- 
keeper, too. What shocking bad wine it must have been ! 








WELL 


IN HAND. 


Little Binks.—'* Why do you so often laugh when I say things, 
Miss Tompkins? Ishall think that you regard measa kind of joke.’’ 

Miss Tompkins.—‘ Ab, well, Mr. Binks, you know I am one 
who appreciates a joke very much!” 
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RESOLUTIONS FOR THE NEW YEAR NOT LIKELY TO BE CARRIED OUT. 

















1. “Must cultivate a moustache for the New Year.” 2. “ Won't never, never, never again eat too much Christmas puddin’.”— ~——§, Ne’er-do-well: “ Muet 
get a bit o' work for the’ New Year.”——4. Old Bottleby: “ Hic! I'll go in for teetotalism—(hic)—for the New—(hic)— Year."——5. Miss Prettyemile: “I'll give 
g with the New Year.” 6. Mrs. Hardup: “I must get a new broom or this New Year.” 7. Young Gadabout; “ I'll certainly 


up flirting lor good, commencing 
‘ ‘ 
ch | 


k up skating this New Year.”——8. Old Goutytoe: ™ I'll live on pure water and biscuits for the whole of this forthcoming year.” 





























































































FUN. JaNuARY 5, 1897. 

















“The altogether, you mean,” cried Cupid. ‘‘ Well, I like it, 
|  don’t-you-know. After all, what are clothes ?”’ 
| “I see your point,” said the Emperor William, politely. I see 


RNS 
mtu) wep ay LSP O! | your point! Sartor Resartus, and that kind of thing,eh? But— 
= - clothes, you know—ws couldn’t do without clothes. 1 went into 


& 
IN} | 
\_/ 
ie the subject a good deal at one time, but I saw that it wouldn’t do, 


g C$a7 
a - ‘a hy, P © | leads you too far—so I pulled up in time. By the bye, have 
you seen my international suit, eh? Prussian helmet, British 
trousers——”’ 
“‘ Talking of trousers,” said the New Woman—— 
“Really,” cried Mrs. Grundy, ‘really, my dear, are they a fit 
” ” subject for public discussion. Aren’t they rather—im—improper ? 
By THE “ Exvant TERRIBLE. ‘‘Improper,”’ yelled the Nonconformist Conscience. * Improper, 
Tu Orotava, which canted over | madam, improper ? I should think they were. Shocking ! a 
in the Tilbury Docks recently, is | “« Ah,” said Cupid, ‘‘ then you agree with me ? 
not, and never was, owned by the “Agree with you, sir!” shrieked the N.C. ‘‘ Agree with you. 
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Peninsular and Oriental Steam Naviga- I consider you an ill-bred, underdressed, offensive, objectionable 
tion Company. I am sorry if any | graven-image, sir. Calculated to bring the blush of shame to the 
remarks of mine led anyone to suppose | young person.” a 
that she was. | “Oh,” muttered Cupid, slyly, “‘ you should see my mamma! 
} ms « - ‘By the bye,” said Fun, ‘‘aren’t you wandering from the 
point?” 
It's a great big shame, | ‘Hear, hear!” cried the Labour Member. ‘‘In the Ouse we 
And if Fun belonged to me, | ll ” 
| I'd let ‘im know who’s who, anuus——— ~ P , ° : 
“ Crowding out” the “ Enfant” with his wit | ‘* My dear Fun,” cooed Thalia, ‘‘is the point worth coming to ? 
\ - paste. me |  Couldn’t we have a little music?” 
or ‘‘ Gossamer’s” inanity. ‘6 : ” 1 ’ _ 
I've been writing for this paper fora yearor | ‘I shall be delighted, clamoured the Emperor. ‘I have here ) 
more, | a little thing—— 
And now, for a boss’s whim, | “ No, you don’t,” shouted Puck; ‘ not if I know it.” 
Isn't ita pity thatthe likesoff “Puck! Puck!” cried everyone but the Emperor, and Puck : 
Should be put on by the likes of im ? 
| * * ** began :— im ame ; 
| Them’s my sentiments. Fancy, just because my esteemed ~~ me agg am If eis 
confrére ** Gossamer”’ (confound him!) wants to write a lot of drivel a with « enie ery ey il sii 
about the Christmas shows I’ve got to confine myself to the ’ . kin oP t the - ‘cg 
“Lyric.” A nice thing, truly. But I'll get back on him. =e Seay Se Sere 
bh A Wherever the revel may be! 
ee Thalia’s a humourous Muse 
“ wy ast + . . ’ 
FUR™ LERICS, Mo. 66. And Cupid's a mischievous elf, 
Tue New YEAR, But I’m gaver. by far 
Good-bye, Old Year, and peaceful be your rest, T gayer, Dy ’ 
Though hard to many’s been your short, sad reign ; han Olympians are— 
A favoured few you petted and caressed, So, here’s a good health to myself! | 
ile others met with cold and crue! disdain ; * : \ 
But of the dead we'll speak naught that is ill— With a Hip, Hurrah ! 
Our pray’rs are yours, who now lie cold and still. And a Ha! Ha!! Ha!!! 
A welcome glad, New Year, and may you bring Here’s @ jolly good health to myself. 
i 100d tidings of great joy to those in grief, + . : ; 
In hope your advent joyful songs we sing— The Spirit of Mischief mT! , 
| _ Ah, do not then destroy our fond belief. I am cynical, witty, aud grim, 
Salve now our wounds with Time's assuaging hand, My humour sardonic 
ae _ And me me sinless ring a me onee ee Is good as a tonic 
_ =? , To keep you in excellent trim! 
_ Mr. “Fun’s” Symposium; or, New Year’s on pupil, +" only, have : ; 
ut, then, he’s a capit ne 
| Eve and The Old Adam. ‘dn Tes oeds Gee,’ 
| ’ ’ 
| ‘Ha! hal! hat!!” laughed Fux, “ha! ha!! ha!!!” and | Here’sa health to our host ! 
| a pedestrians looked up and exclaimed, ‘‘ What is he laugh- | Long life and a merry to Fun! 
8 . With a Hip, Hurrau ! 
rt lien Dy oh And a Ha! Ha!! Ha!!! 
tw j it: ’ : 9 j ’ ‘ . ; 
- 7 was just it; what was he laughing at? For he lay backin | Here’s a health to our jolly old Fun! 
8 chair of State, with his eyes closed, and was evidently fast , : : ‘ : 
asleep. _ When silence was obtained, the Emperor again rose and began to 
° . . . . e ® sing —_— 
‘The company was undoubtedly mized. Fun, Puck, the New a Hoch!” ; 
Woman, Mrs. Grundy, Thalia, the Emperor William, a Labour sut they waited not to hear ; they had heard the song before. 
tag : upid, the Nonconformist Conscience, and all the funny . ‘ ‘ . , ‘ ; 
ellows who ever lived, were seated round the table in Fun’s Davli , , : : : 
. 7 . P. aylight was streaming in at the windows when Fun crawled 
sanctumest sancto ‘D—D ’s whis i : , s: 
seal. rum discussing Dunville’s whiskey and things in into bed. But e’er he sank to rest he resolved :-— 
“ The art of keeping your resolutions—,” began the New Woman. ; Fun's Resolution ! 
* Talking of art,” said Mrs. Grundy, “isn’t art sometimes just a “‘T will be funnier than ever this coming year!” 
leetle, eh ? Not quite—er—altogether, you know! "’ And, upon our word, we believe he will be. 
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